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	1. As the Weeks go by

**_Author's Note: _**

**_Most of the story is in Tate's POV, but I will be adding some of Violet POV to explain how she feels about the situation between her and Tate. Warning: this is a very dark story, including violent and somewhat disturbing detail of self-harm and contemplative actions. I DO NOT own AHS, the characters or the numerous references I make. _**

**_Chapter 1: As the Weeks go By.._**

It's been.. god, I don't even know how long it's been since I've seen her. I've spent so much time in this fucking basement that I don't even know how much time has passed. As soon as Violet said those two words, I knew I was damned to see her again, that I was forbidden to love her. I punch the concrete wall for the forty-thousandth time, not even slightly paying attention to the broken and blood fist that belonged to me. I couldn't feel it, so I didn't care, I just continued trying to break the invulnerable concrete wall in front of me. I punch one final time before hearing a familiar voice.

I turn around to see who my visitor was, first clenched in absolute rage. But as soon as I saw the familiar beautiful face (although it wasn't the one I wanted) my anger soothed. It was the woman that saved my life but also got me into this fucking mess. It was Nora, strutting around in her familiar and sometimes irritating swagger, but I knew I couldn't release my anger on her.

"Hi, Nora." I say emotionless, trying to hide my feelings from her, even though she was distracting with trying to find her baby.  
>She stares up at me. "Hello, handsome," she smiles. "What are you doing here by yourself?"<br>"I've been done here for ages, Nora. You're the first one to notice - no, can that, you're the first one to give a fuck!" I snarl.  
>Her face says it all, she has no idea what's wrong with me. But I do, I know that I'm standing in this piece of shit hellhole called Murder House, I know that the only people that know what's wrong with me, hate me. And I also know that the girl I'm basically infatuated with, won't love me back.<p>

"Tate?" her breathing is heavy in a sudden sigh, her hands reach out to me.  
>"Don't," I pull back from her, tasting the sadness and hurt she's feeling.<br>"I'm sorry, my child," she apologises, before disappearing back upstairs into the main room of the house.  
>I walk over to the wall, hitting a few more times before sliding my back against it, sitting on the cold concrete ground. "Fuck," I howl, wiping my hand across my forehead, not realising that I'm wiping my own blood on me. "What the hell is <em>wrong<em> with _me_?"

I grip the wall with my hand and pull myself off the dirty ground, somewhat struggling in the process. Damn this weird ghost fatigue shit. I look at my hand, it's healed? _Already? _I wish I didn't heal, but didn't die. It'd be less effort to just bleed and bleed every day, rather than beat the hell out of the wall like Mike Tyson high on cocaine. I start wandering to the bottom of the stairs when I hear someone coming down. I couldn't care less, so I strut up the stair, barging past whoever was there, not realising it was Patrick.

I'm suddenly gripped by my jacket and thrown back down the basement, sighting glimpses of the blonde hair and thick body of Patrick. I get back onto my feet, pissed.  
>"The fuck, Patrick?!" I growl.<br>"Oh, c'mon Langdon! Remember when you did that to me, after killing me? It was fun then, wasn't it? When you had your weird undead strength, but guess what? I have that now, and now I'm a lot stronger than you are."  
>Patrick must've had another spit with Chad, because he's here, and he's never here. He's come looking for me, someone to beat to make him feel better. I <em>guess<em> I'm the target again.  
>"You here to beat the shit out 'f me I presume?" my voice doesn't crack, doesn't lose tone, nothing. I know I deserve it, she said it, so it must be true.<br>"Maybe.." he pauses. "You don't seem to care?"  
>"I don't," I remark, speaking every inch of truth.<br>Patrick's face isn't filled with joy anymore, he's confused. He wants to hurt me, badly. I'd want to hurt my killer too if I was him; probably kill him instead. Patrick eyes every inch of me down, trying to read me, but he can't. He walks up to me slowly.

I knew this was gonna happen. He's going to hurt me again. But this time, I want him to. I want him to make me suffer.

**_Author's Note: _**

**_There's chapter one of The Suffering of Tate Langdon!  
>Just warning you, this is my first FanFic and I may be a bit amateur at first, but I've been thinking about this since I started AHS a week ago.<br>I will be including more on Violet and the Harmon family in the upcoming chapters and I expect this one to be one of the shortest.  
>Thanks for reading :) and review with all your heart's content (even the negative thoughts you guys have)<em>**


	2. The Truth and Nothing but the Truth

_**Chapter 2: The Surprise Hidden in Truth**_

I knew this was gonna happen. He's going to hurt me again. But this time, I want him to. I want him to make me suffer.

But I was completely stunned when he didn't hit me, but, sat beside me. Face completely swapped from anger, to sadness. I slid the locks of my hair out of my face and rubbed my eyes. Was this an illusion? Was he even here? Was I in a trance? A dream? I had no coke anymore, so I definitely wasn't high. This was different, Patrick was sitting beside _me_? He hated me. What the fuck?

"How long have you been down here?" he speaks, eyes avoiding even the slightest look at me, I don't blame him.  
>"No fucking clue," I pause, causing a split second of silence. "Does it really matter though?"<br>"Probably not. You're the reason I'm here," he musses.  
>"Well. My bad."<br>"That's it?" he chuckles. "I guess it's better than nothing."

That's when it hits the room again, silence. It felt good talking to someone, but with the amount of hatred I could feel towards me, the silence didn't hurt. Patrick does nothing but stare at his silver watch, caressing it with little happiness leaving his face. I've caused him this great deal, he's stuck in this _asylum_ with everyone else. There's no _magic_ here. Fuck. This isn't a _hotel_ it's a god damn _freak show_, and we're the main attraction. I think of Addie. God it'd be easier if she was with me. I'd have someone to talk to.

"I'm- I'm sorry for being douche and- killing you." I knew that was one of dumbest things I've ever said, but, what's said is said.  
>"Wait. Say that again?" Patrick smirks.<br>"I'msorryforbeingadoucheandkillingoyu," I mumble quickly, hardly bringing out the words.  
>Patrick laughs. "I don't forgive you. Not yet, maybe one day. But-"<br>"Clearly not today," I interrupt.  
>Patrick simply nods his head and looks at me.<br>"You've completely fucked up, you know?" he says, asserting the truth and only the truth. His words were completely true and they struck an impulse inside.

I get up slowly and head towards the ping -pong table the family we scared away left. My teeth grind, I can feel it coming out again, the evil I once controlled. _Rubber man_. I flip the table against the wall, breaking it nearly in half. I see Patrick eyes string up at me, nearly jumping out of their sockets. I begin to stomp the table in, throwing pieces around the room, knocking jars and glass bottles off the nearby cabinet.  
>"What the hell are you doing?!" I hear him yell.<br>I couldn't be bothered to stop. I just ignore him and continue breaking the basement for the second time. It is until I feel his hand grab my wrist that I pay attention.  
>"WHAT?!" I yell, echoing the whole house.<p>

Patrick shocks back. I scared _him_. I was angry, no, I was psychotic. I was a "psychopath" just like Ben said. I was what I feared to be; evil, uncontrollable, unloved, psychotic and no doubt, a monster. I grip Patrick's arm. He was a lot stronger than I was, but I don't think that was the case tonight. My grip was breaking his arm, I could feel it. I snapped out of anger and back to reality. I let go of his arm and step back. Patrick takes his arm in hand and rubs it. I hurt him a bit.

"Sorry," I pause. "I lost control, I'm sorry."  
>Patrick stares at me with dark eyes. He wasn't mad, he was somewhat concerned.<br>"What the hell was that?" he asks. "You weren't you."  
>"Maybe I was me," I knot.<br>Patrick stares at me again, he hated me, but there's something inside of him that was being consumed by concern.

"It's her, isn't it," he says, his voice cracking when he said "her".  
>"Who?" I say stupidly.<br>"Violet. She's the reason you've stayed down here?"  
>"Who cares? She doesn't want to see me again," I state, reminding myself of those words she said.<br>"I wouldn't be too sure," Patrick says, looking me up and /My eyes peer at him, watering slightly at the thought of Violet. I've been cursed by her; her hazel eyes, her amazing smile, wicked attitude. I took her purity, and now I'm burdened to never see her again.  
>"What does that mean?" I snark, wanting to hear every word Patrick has to say.<p>

He goes silent. He knows that the anticipation is torture enough. But he doesn't want to know, like it's his little secret, like a _weapon_ against _me_.  
>"It doesn't matter, but there's something you need to do." His eyes grow back into the form of anger, his attitude has changed towards me. Was he trying to hide his concern? Or was he truly hating me?<br>He walks up to the nearby closet and holds onto the handle, before tearing it open. The closet doors open, revealing the torn at the stomach, black latex suit that he wore when he committed those crimes. It was rubber man, well, it was the alter-egos form. He doesn't remember putting it there? Last person to wear it was Ben Harmon?

My heart begins to sink down to my kidneys. The suit scared me, even when I was wearing it. I couldn't handle the sight of it. I know the things I've did in that thing, the monstrous alter-ego I created.  
>"Stay- that fucking thing- away from me!"<br>"No, Tate." Patrick gnarls at me. "You need to destroy it. Destroy it and maybe, whatever good you have left in inside of your helpless self will show."  
>The look on his face was serious, on both of our faces. I don't know why, but he was trying to help me? <em>He was trying to help me<em>?  
>"Why? Why must <em>I<em> destroy it? Why can't you?" my voice was losing touch due to fear.  
>"If you don't. It will consume you again," a voice says from the stairs.<p>

I look over to the stairs, another familiar face. Now I'm being crowded, I don't like this. It's Chad, standing angrily against the wall. Why was he here? It was for Patrick no doubt.  
>"Patrick. Hun," he says. "I think it's time we left this, thing, alone."<br>I could feel my eyes grow dark as I watched him find himself back up the stairs, Patrick following him.  
>"It's up to you, Langdon." He snarls. "Just remember, you're going to be here a while. Might as well impress somebody."<p>

I walk up to him and grip his shirt, stopping him in his path. Chad turns around and looks at me.  
>"Is everything you said true?" I sigh, demanding an answer.<br>"_The truth and nothing but the truth_," he grins, before finding his way back into the main house.  
>I turn back down the stairs and walk towards the closet. I stop and stare at the latex suit. My notice a box below it, and strut towards it. I open it quickly, expecting something stupid like a bomb. Instead, I stand before items of suffering. A razor similar to what Violet used to use (probably still does after the shit I caused), the handgun I used to kill a few students the day I lost it, a lighter and the noose used to kill Ben Harmon.<p>

My hands grip onto the suit, holding it still. This is it, I'm holding it, feeling its darkness consuming my body. My eyes find their way around the suit and to the cut on the stomach. I can't remember what happened, but someone didn't like the suit, or who was wearing it. I let out a scream of agony, fighting its corruption. The scream lasts for about twenty-seconds before I stop.  
><em>You have to pay for what you've done.<br>_"You're right, Violet. I do."  
><em>You need to destroy it. <em>  
>I grip the suit, dragging it up the stairs I swore to myself I wouldn't go back up. I walk to the entertainment room, noticing the fireplace is sparked up. This makes my job easier. I find myself walking towards the flame, eyes flaming towards it like a crazy-man.<p>

I look around the house. I see Nora sitting on the chair, watching Violet's mother, Vivien, as she rocks her baby Jeffrey. I think about Violet's half-brother, the one the _cocksucker_ is looking after. I hope he turns out like me, but worse. Constance will love that. My thoughts are crumbled when someone appears in front of me, pulling off the ghost teleportation shit. It's Ben Harmon. The one who hated me the day he met me.

"What. the hell. are you doing here?" he says slowly, noticing the suit in my hands.  
>"You lied to me, you know," I snap. "You didn't even try to hangout with me. But that's not why I'm here."<br>"Then why are you here? Violet's not in-"  
>"This isn't about Violet, Mr Harmon," I explain. "This is about the thing in my hands; I'm getting rid of it."<br>Ben laughs at me, finding my idea amusing.  
>My eyes darken at the asshole standing in front of me. I want to break his neck right now but that will only make matters worse. I say the two magic words to make him disappear away from me.<br>"Go away."

When he leaves, I turn to fireplace and kneel in front of it. I rip the suit into smaller pieces so the latex doesn't burn out the fire. My mind trembles in shakes, this is hard. I don't want to give it up, but I know I have to. I place the small pieces into the fire, causing small sparks of smoke, before I finally get up to the last piece of nightmarish latex. I sigh. Hearing the voices in my head again.  
><em>You need to pay for what you've done.<br>You're not a person, you're a monster. A psychopath.  
><em>"Shut up," I snark to myself, grabbing my head.  
><em>I was going to leave with him, and you screwed that up!<em>  
><em>Tell us why you did it. You owe us that!<em>

I let out another squirm of pain and struggle before placing the last piece of the latex into the fire. But this time, my hand goes in with it. The sleeves of my jacket and shirt begin to burn, catching a flame. My hand starts to fry in the fire. My mouth opens to a scream. I can hear Nora and Vivien turn, their chairs grinding against the wooden floor. My hand has turned from blistering to burnt flesh. My screams go more quiet when my mouth closes but it still hurts. I watch as the latex burns away from my hand. I can't hold it. My screams echo through the entire house. I'm not doing for attention, the only person I want hates me. I do it because I deserve it.


	3. Sleeping in the Sadness

**_Chapter 3: Sleeping in the Sadness_**

My vision cleared. I'm sitting underneath Ben's gazebo. How did I get here? What happened to me? I look at my hand, its burnt to a crisp, bone flashing around in what's left of the pale moonlight. I can feel my eyes begin to water, creating a stream of tears rolling down my face. It is then that I realise that I'm not alone. There's two people with me. I see their shadows at the edge of my eye. I know it's not Violet, the shadows are a lot curvier than Violet's thin physique. I turn around to reveal the shadows. Vivien and Nora.

"What are _you _doing here?" I snap. Good one Tate, great conversation starter for the woman you raped and _basically_ murdered.  
>"No!" Vivien snarks back. "The question is; what was that about?"<br>I look blankly at her then slide my eyes to the view of Nora. She seemed different, she looked like she had more personality. No more need to try to find her baby.  
>"I was doing something productive."<br>"Productive?!" Nora spits, mad at me. I've never seen that woman mad before, only upset or slightly joyed. "You were burning yourself."  
>"Oh well," I wipe my locks to the side of my face. "What can you do?"<br>"That's why we're here, Tate!" Vivien says, eyes focusing on me.

I stand up, wiping the dry tears from my face. I hear rain begin to pour down, great mood supporter. I look at the gazebo counter. The razor, noose, gun and matches are laid out neatly. They went through my jacket? Did I pass out when I burnt my hand? What the fuck. I look at Vivien in confusion.  
>"Why do you care, Vivien? You know what I d-"<br>"Yes, I do know Tate," she interrupts me, angering me a bit. "But do you know what? I'm different to Ben. Sure, what you did was-"  
>"Fucked up," I add to irritate her. Paybacks a bit.. oh wait.<br>"Tate," Nora sighs.  
>"Yes, you can say that. But I think personally that you don't deserve to torture yourself forever."<br>Her voice is serious, but also seems lost and concerned.

I look at the tools on the counter, then look back at her.  
>"I'm sorry, Vivien. But I deserve a lot more than a little <em>burning<em>," I walk into the rain,but not before picking up the razor.  
>"Tate!" Vivien screams, voice cracking intensely.<br>"Don't," I say, looking at both women. "Don't try to help me. God knows the devil doesn't deserve it.  
>I watch as Vivien walks out into the rain to follow me. I hear her speak words of reason, but I can't work them out.<br>"Go away, Vivien," I say, making her disappear.  
>I look at Nora, her eyes are becoming streams for tears.<br>"I'm sorry."

I stopped at the back fence of the house, leaning over it to lay against it. The rain begins to soak my jacket, as well as the shirt that lays underneath. I hold the razor in my hand, staring at it for no reason. I _know _deserve this shit. The voices cloud my mind, my judgement. Seems like I lost the will to live, well, as much as I do anyway. I've lost control of my body, allowing the voices to control me. Well, whenever I leave myself in control, I never goes well. With Rubber Man gone, I've loosened the chances of me killing someone again. The water drips from the tips of my hair and my chin. It flows down my body, through my clothes and back to the ground. I grip the razor tighter, causing blood to flow from my palm, drenching my arm and diluting with the rain. I wonder where _she _is. I want to see her again, and I wonder if she's seen me in all this.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Violet's POV<strong>_

There he is. The one I love but told to leave. Sitting in the rain, alone. I heard his screams earlier, fuck, I've heard him yell and breaking things in the basement. I wanted to see him, but I need to keep my mind in check. You know what he did, what he did to your mother. I stand at the window, staring at him. _Why _is he doing this? He's been fine in the basement, well, I don't know that for sure. He's leaning against the back of the fence, trying to hide from everyone. He doesn't know I can see him, which is good, I'd prefer if he didn't know. But the more I see him alone, the harder it is to hold the tears from my eyes.

"What is he holding?" I say to myself, wiping my eyes.  
>"What he's holding is a razor," my mom says from behind me.<br>"Bullshit!" I snap. "He's not that far gone, he's just looking for attention.  
>"I saw it myself, Vi."<br>I roll my hazel eyes at her. She doesn't know shit.  
>"Vi," she sighs at me.<br>"Yeah," I look at her angrily.

She takes me into a tight hug. What is up with her? She seems upset, but it's not because of my dad.  
>"What's wrong, mom?" I ask, hugging her back.<br>"It's Tate," she says simply, he cared about him?  
>"What about him?" I ask. "What did he do earlier?"<br>"I don't think I should tell you," she says, but serious.  
>I grow irritated. "What'd he do, mom?"<p>

She looks outside the window, at him. After all he did to our family, my mother still cared, even about a monster like my ex-boyfriend. He didn't deserve sympathy, but for some reason, I was feeling sad. I join her at the window. I can see it now, his hand is fucked.  
>"What happened to his hand?!" I panic, not thinking about clouding my emotions from her.<br>"He was burning the latex suit," she pauses.  
>"He was?" I'm surprised he did it, but I feel it wasn't about his redemption.<br>"Yeah," she pauses again. "But when it got up to the last piece, he put his hand in the fireplace with it."

I gasp and look back at him. I notice something odd. There's blood soaking all over his hand and arm. _No_. He's cutting his wrists. He's doing what I promised him I wouldn't do. Three horizontal cuts on each wrist. I watch in agony as he slices the last cut on his other. I know how he felt now, watching me. I want to go down there and stop him, but I can't for some reason. I see tears flowing down his face with the rain. He drops the razor onto the ground and starts pounding his head with his fists.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Tate' POV <em>**

"Stupid! Fucking! Idiot!" I scream, pounding my head with the apex of my fists. I committed another betrayal. Now I'm a hypocrite, a bullshit cunt of an asshole that committed something I got the girl I loved to promise never to do again. I'm so fucking stupid. This is some mighty fine bullshit here. I feel the tears flow down my cheeks. This is it. No coming back from this, I deserve this, I know I do, I just wished I didn't have to be an asshole to Vivien and beautiful Nora. Nora's like a mother to me, better mother than what Constance will ever be. I look around the backyard, I can see a little truck, the one I owned when I was a kid; when I was innocent.

I pick up the razor again, placing it at the top of my wrist and flipping it vertically.  
><em>Do it Tate! You deserve this. DO IT!<br>_I scream to myself, the voices are back and they're not coming back until it's done.  
><em>This is it<em>. _No coming back from this_, _I deserve this_.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Violet's POV<br>**_

"What's happened to him?" I ask my mother, who's sitting down on my bed.  
>"He's broken, Vi. His mind and heart are broken."<br>I look at my mother with bare eyes, mimicking hers.  
>"Why do you even give two shits?" I gnarl at her.<br>"Violet!"  
>"No, seriously. Why?"<br>My mother pauses at me, then sighs.  
>"At first I was completely and utterly hateful to Tate. After all the shit he pulled off. But then I thought; if it wasn't for this house and Tate's actions that lead to my and your brother's death. Our family wouldn't be whole again. I thought about it deeply. And eventually I've come to the point that I don't hate him entirely. Sure, I haven't completely forgiven him, but he's one of the reasons why our family is whole again."<p>

I nod in surprise, I can't believe my mother felt this way, she cared about him. Even after everything he did to her and to the others of this house, my mother still cared about him. He didn't much to me, nothing bad anyway, he tried to save me when I died and hid my body. Whether or not he hid my body because of my family's well-being, it was still a big decision, and he made it for me, I know that for a fact. And now he was out there; freezing and deteriorating inside, the situation was volatile and I knew it. This was destroying him, all that time in the basement, and when people tried to help, he cut them out.

I stood still, staring at my mother with watery eyes. As much as I wanted to hand in the trembles of my tears, I couldn't take anymore, I had to let it out.  
>"I've done this, mom!" I squeal, causing a commotion in Murder House similar to what Tate has been creating. "I did this to him."<br>"You didn't do anything, honey." Her voice is calming and disruptive, killing off the sadness inside of me.  
>"I did though," I knew it was true, I destroyed Tate Langdon. The boy who went crazy because of his sickly disturbed mother.<br>"You were angry, people say things when they're angry."  
>I nod. She embraces me in a comfortable hug, and I dig my face into her shoulder.<p>

I take one last glimpse outside the window. And what my eyes lay on, is a horror, a horror I created. I strip out of the hug and clamp against the window in panic, wiping my eyes in disbelief. My eyes water even more, causing pain throughout my whole body, pain like nothing else; my heart was aching and tearing out of my chest. I know it wasn't permanent, but the sight is still unforgivable. It's Tate; lying perfectly still, like he's dreaming. But he's not, blood drips down his wrist, but not in a fashion I used to take part in, but vertically. Tate is torturing himself because of me. He slit his wrists and now he's dead (temporarily).

_**Author's Note**_

_**Well.. Damn**_  
><em><strong>There's Chapter 3 down. I know it's quite sad and dark. But I promise things might start getting better for Tate.<br>Thanks for reading :) It's still in progress and is my first long fanfic  
>Review away if you would like to.<br>**_


	4. Waking up to more Pain

**_Chapter 4: Waking up to the Beginning of Pain_**

**_Tate's POV  
><em>**

I wake up to soaked clothes and a bloody but healed wrist. The rain has stopped, but it's still night, the perfect time to sit down for a bit more. I feel the fatigue rush over me, enough to send me trembling to my knees. Fuck. My hand is healed as well, looking as new as if I went to a plastic surgeon and got it fixed. I find my way back to the gazebo and notice something. Either it's my fatigue or I'm not fucking stupid, but the razor is gone from my bloody pocket, and the matches are gone from the gazebo. I'm too tired so it doesn't bother me too much. I begin to lay down when someone startles me with their sudden presence. Of course it's her, it has to be her.

"Hello, handsome," the snarky woman says.  
>I look up to see the smiling Hayden. "Hi."<br>"You don't seem happy to see me?" she says, pulling off a hurt face.  
>"There's a reason I slept in the rain," I say sarcastically.<br>"Care to share?" she sits beside me. "I love stories."  
>"No, not really."<br>She starts putting her arms around me. "Oh, c'mon handsome."

I spring up to my feet, grabbing the handgun on the counter.  
>"Fuck off," I say, tightly holding the handle of the weapon I've killed with.<br>She doesn't seem shocked, instead, she smiles at me.  
>"Funny, Tate," she laughs again, making my mood worse. "But I'm sure you'd rather save those bullets for yourself. You've only got nine"<br>She knows about me and shit going on? Fucking hell. That's the last thing I need.  
>"Nine bullets?" I think, remembering the one bullet Ben used to shoot Vivien and scare off the people who moved in before.<p>

Hayden just laughs at me, she knows the pain I'm putting myself into, and she intends in making it worse to make herself feel better. I just laugh with her, because I have a much simple idea up my sleeve.  
>"Hey Hayden? Wanna' play a game?" I smirk sarcastically, not like I can properly smile anymore.<br>"Yeah sure."  
>"It's a riddle; two words, can make someone disappear. What are they?"<br>Silence hits the whole backyard, but then again, it was three in the morning most probably. She looks like she's thinking hard, but I doubt she'll get it. It's just the introduction to get her to piss off anyway.  
>"No idea." she laughs.<br>I look at her blankly. "Go away."

The silence becomes so sudden and feels amazing. It's never felt like that before. I first week of being alone destroyed me, I know because I counted the days, the hours, the minutes. It was torturous and disturbing for me. Having to hold myself from rushing to Violet's room and drowning her with apologises and hugs and kisses, it fucking sucked. I drop the gun back on counter and cross my arms before slowly placing my head on them. I can feel myself slowly drifting off to sleep, I think of Violet with her gorgeous hazel eyes, smiling at me. And next thing I knew, I was gone.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Violet's POV<br>_**

There he was again. There wasn't a minute I wasn't watching him, making sure he wasn't going to try and do it again. But then again, I'm not sure if I'd have the courage to jump in and stop him. I did this to him, and I'm not sure if I can bring him out of it. It was bullshit and I knew it; the shit I've brought him in. He looks comfortable sleeping under the gazebo out of the rain, but that doesn't change what he did to himself. I hate him more for doing that and what made me tell him to go away in the first place, I don't want him doing that, I love him, but I don't love the person he is right now.

"How is he?" a male voice says from behind me.  
>I turn to see my father standing in the doorway, arms crossed.<br>"Who?"I say dumbly, trying to ignore the topic. It's a lot easier talking to mom than dad.  
>"Don't play dumb with me, Violet. Your mother told me about the little monster's actions."<br>I snap at him. "Don't call him that, asshole!"  
>"Don't call me an asshole, Violet." His voice turns from curious to vexed, I'm in serious trouble.<p>

He closes the door quietly and stands at the door.  
>"You know what he d-"<br>"Of course I do, Dad. But that doesn't mean he has to be killing himself from the inside out."  
>"Maybe it does?" he adds, staring me in the eye.<br>"You may want him to suffer, but," I pause.  
>"But?" he asks, sounding even more curious than previously encountered.<br>"I love him, Dad."  
>He shrieks in agony. "No."<p>

"Yes, Ben." My mother says, appearing behind him.  
>My father looks at my mother in a disgusting look, you could tell he hated Tate but my mother objected my father's joy in seeing him suffer.<br>"She can't be with him, Vivien. He's dangerous and just-"  
>"You can't tell <em>my <em>daughter who she can and can't be with. They're not together anyway."  
>Hearing my mother state my relationship status hurt me a bit, it was true. Since I sent Tate away. I can't take anymore.<br>"Mom, Dad, shut up! This is my life and I want to be happy, and have what I want. I'm merely keeping an eye on him, _fuck_, I can't even do that! Go away and argue somewhere else.

And like that, they were again, probably arguing somewhere quiet. My mom somewhat trusts him, with me at least. My dad, not so much; he wants him to suffer a cruel fate, one that involves not being able to touch me again. I go back to the window again and give one last look at him, he's still peacefully resting from this hell of a night. I notice the gun sitting beside him, and the noose further up. I have to do something about those, I already got rid of the matches and razor and through them in the trash. He doesn't know it, but I'm helping him. But it feel like the gun and noose are going to be harder to get. Unless.

I appear in the backyard, using my new fond 'dead' ability. I sit beside him, observing the look on his face; the emotionless look of his sleeping face. It was cute but at the same time upsetting for me. How could I let him go? How could I make him feel like this? I can feel tears slowly drift their way down my face. Me being in his presence for the second time in one night, it was so surreal. I place my hand on the side of his cheek, brushing it gently. This was one of the happiness moments in a _long time _being in this house after the tragedy with my mother, even if it was his fault. I smiled at my sleeping love, trying hard to not wake him up. I look over at the gun, sitting _innocently _on the counter, waiting to be used. I desperately want to take it and crush it into smaller pieces with a hammer, but I think. No doubt he'll think of crueller ways to punish himself if I take it. But the noose on the other hand, I _need _to take that, he'll just die over and over, and I won't have that.

I sit quietly next to him, watching him as he snores peacefully in his slumber. I take the noose from the counter and hold onto it, growing more teary-eyed as I picture my Tate using it. The thought crushes me like a boulder, on an ant. I would tear my own heart out to stop him from doing anything more, but I know I don't have the courage to do it. I kiss him on the head and disappear back into the house, eyes not leaving him.  
>"I'm sorry, Tate. I love you."<p> 


	5. The Torturous Voices

**_Chapter 5: The Torturous Voices_**

**_Tate's POV_**

I wake up to the sunrise In my eyes and the sound of birds chirping in the trees. I don't remember precisely when I drifted off, but I didn't care. I rub my sore, tired eyes. Even with my exhaustion, I still didn't sleep well. I haven't slept well since Violet banished me from seeing her. I lean over to the gun, gripping it and stuffing it in my jacket pocket. I wipe the hair from my face and stare down at the counter I somehow slept on, then moving to the non-existent jacket and shirt sleeve. I'm so stupid and full of false hope. I doubt _she_ is ever going to help _me_, I don't deserve it. I look over to the house as I hear the door open. It's Moira, holding a tray with fried eggs and bacon on it.

"Moira, you didn't have t-"  
>"Shhh, it's okay child," she says, quieting me and waiting for me to eat something. Sure, I don't exactly need food but it's the thought that counts.<br>I look down at the tray, then her. "Thank you."  
>She smiles at me in delight, then walks out back into the house. She's been the one looking after me for the past week and a bit, and it does mean a lot. I've always been close to Moira. I think it started with our mutual hatred for Constance, and then the secrets she shared with me about her killing my real father. Lies. So many lies. Then she got with Larry, the prick that made his wife burn she and her girls to the ground, and, possibly killed my brother In cold-blood.<p>

I pick up the knife and fork Moira provided with a well made breakfast. I cut up the egg and place a small piece in my mouth, chewing it slowly. I look at the counter again. Wait? Where's the fucking noose?!  
>"Fuck," I say to myself, mouth still full of food.<br>I continue eating until I've finished entirely. I get up and take the tray to the veranda, before placing it on the table near the door. I clean the tip of my lips with my thumb then begin walking around the yard, looking for the noose. Another thing disappeared? There's no _witches_ or any shit like that here, things can't just _disappear_.  
>"Fucking hell," I blob to myself.<p>

I shake my head in irritation. I can feel it happening again, the voices, they're back again.  
><em>You seem lost, Langdon.<br>_"Shut it, asshole."  
><em>She was there, you know? While you slept. She took the noose from you, only so you'd find more punishing acts to commit yourself to.<br>_"Lies! Stop!"  
><em>C'mon, Langdon. Put the gun to your head, pull the trigger. You know you want to.<br>_"GET OUT! Get out of my head!"  
><em>We're not in your head! We're you, this isn't someone else's thoughts. These are yours, we're telling you to do it, because you want to. <em>

I pull the gun out of my jacket and hold onto it, the strength of my grip close to crushing the entire thing. Maybe they're right? She did do it. Does _she_ hate me that much? To make me think of more creative torture techniques? No, no, no. I don't believe it.  
><em>Step two: You put the gun to your head. You want to know what the students felt like, the one's YOU murdered. Monster. Beast. Freak.<br>_"Shut up!" I place the gun to my head, not thinking. "I'll kill you too."  
><em>I doubt that, Tate. We die when you do, and you can't die.<br>_I grind my teeth together. I hate the voices. I hate me. I hate what's left of my life.

"Tate?" a hard voice says from behind me.  
>My head turns to see who the voice belonged to. My eyes manage to clear long enough for me to tell who it is. The large masculine man stands with three women. All of their faces look shocked and highly concerned, but I didn't care. I eye twitches in anticipation. Ben stands beside Vivien and Nora, Moira stands In the background with the tray in hand.<br>"Tate," Ben says, arms reached out to assert he's not a threat. "Tate, drop the gun."  
>"No," I point the gun at Ben, again, not thinking about anything.<br>"Tate!" Vivien screams.  
>"No Vivien," Ben says in a calm voice. "It's okay, Tate. I'm here to help."<br>"Nobody can help!" I yell.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Violet's POV<em>**

I wake up to the sound of screaming and yelling out the backyard. My body rushes to the window from the bed, not caring that I was still wearing my pyjamas. I look outside the window. It's Tate, with the gun he had, pointing it at my dad. My dad doesn't seem worried that he's in danger, strangely enough, more about Tate. His eyes look dark and dangerous, like he's someone else. His blonde locks lie in his face, which looked angry and hurt. Oh god. I have to get down there. I see mouths moving but quiet enough that I can't hear properly. I open the window to hear what their saying.  
>"It's okay, Tate. I'm here to help."<br>"Nobody can help!"

His voice is disruptive and angry, somewhat close to beastly.  
>"You can't help me," he cries out, causing me to begin to cry.<br>"Yes, we can, Tate," my mother says.  
>I see Tate begin to shake his head crazily, what the hell is going on in his head.<br>"My child, it's going to be okay. Believe me." Nora sighs, trying to get close to Tate, who steps back instead of aiming the gun at her.  
>"Please, Tate," Moira says, clearly trying to reason with my Tate.<p>

"No!" he screams.  
>That's it. I can't stand it, <em>I need to get down there<em>.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Back to Tate's POV<em>**

I feel like I'm crowded. I can't breathe properly, It feels like the world is caving in on me. Why did any of them care? What do they want with me? Everyone Ben has said is bullshit, this is out of pity. He'd shoot me himself if he got the chance. And they have no idea why I did the things I did. It was all for Nora, all of it was for _her_!  
>"You don't care," I spit aggressively. "None of you do!"<br>"Yes, we do," Vivien says. "We've all been mad. But Tate-"  
>"No, no, no!" I scream. "No!"<br>"Tate!" Ben yells. "Look at me. Look at me. I'm going to help you. I _promise_."

_He lies to you, Tate. He promised last time, but he didn't live up to it. He's trying to make you weak, Tate._  
>"No! You don't care about me!"<br>Ben stops In his tracks, smart enough to not get closer to me.  
>"What I said before, Tate. It was all a lie, and I'm not talking about the promise."<br>I feel sweat trip off the tips of my locks and drenching my face.  
>"You're not a monster, or a psychopath. You're not, Tate! You're just hurt, and I can help you."<br>_You're not to be near my daughter again!_  
>"NOOOOOO!"<p>

I own scream makes my ears muffle like a flash grenade hit me. I'm losing my mind and I'm close to telling them to go away, so I may pull the trigger in piece. Nora's hit the ground on her knees and is crying now, Moira is close. I can't control what's happening to me, it's like an outburst of every bad thing that's happened to me. I feel like a child, a stupid and suicidal child, that happens to not being able to die. This is_ bullshit_. All of it. I can't control myself, and if Violet sees me like this, she'll hate me more.

I cry to myself, mumbling things not even close to words while walking back and fourth.  
>"Help me," I mumble.<br>"That's what we're going to do, Tate," Moira says.  
>"NO!" I snap. I don't know what I want, like I said before, I'm not in control.<br>I put the gun back to my head, the tears drowning my face, along with the sweat.  
>"No, Tate!" Ben yells.<br>"Don't do it! Please!" Vivien yells.

"Tate," a familiar soft voice says from the entrance of the house.  
>I turn to see <em>her<em>. No. Not her. She can't see me like this. It's Violet; she's teary-eyed and shaking, she's scared for me.  
>"Violet," I cry to her, seeing her tears flow down her face. I've hurt her <em>again<em>. I deserve it even more.  
>My ears turn off, I can't hear anything. I see Ben, Vivien and Nora's mouths moving, but I cant hear anything at all.<br>I look at Violet with my swollen eyes, she stares at mine, I can sense her disbelief and hurt.  
>"I'm sorry."<br>Her face jolts with worry.  
>"No Ta-"<br>"ALL OF YOU!" I interrupt my love. "Go away."

I hear all of them scream _no_. Violet's voice echoes in my head. All of them tried to help me, and I was the piece of shit that let them down, _again_. I drop to my knees and cry into my shirt, the sweat has stopped but the tears haven't. _There's no going back_. I _have _to disappear. It's what they need. A life without _me_. I put the gun in my mouth and scream into it. I slip my finger onto the trigger. _I'm sorry, Violet. I love you. _I pull the trigger.

_Black_.


	6. When Weeks Turn Into Months

_**Author's Note**_

_**This chapter is based four months after the last chapter: The Torturous Voices. This chapter is going to be based mostly in Violet's POV by the way.  
>PLEASE! Check out my other work: Not Just a Guard-Dog! Which is based on American Horror Story Coven :)<br>Enjoy and please review :) I'd love to see good and also if you insist bad reviews!  
><strong>_

* * *

><p><em><strong>Chapter 6: When Weeks Turn Into Months<br>**_

I can't believe it. We searched every inch of this fucking hell for him and, still, nothing. Where the hell is Tate?! Four months. And not even the smallest sign of him. My mind is periling into smaller fragments as each month passes, I miss him like crazy. My heart is broken and my mind Is aching. He really is that far gone, to continue to shoot himself, even when I'm in his presence. _I'm sorry_. His saddened voice remains to echo in my aching head. I love him so much, and he's broken because of me, and what he's doing to himself hasn't been helping him. I lay down on my bed, fiddling with my multiple layers of shirts, only to distract myself from everything else. My face is stained with dry tears, I've been weeping for the past few months, not thinking he'd be gone for this long.

I hear the door swing open from behind me, but I don't bother to take off my headphones. I close my eyes, trying to block out whoever it is trying to contact me. I turn up my music louder, blocking out everything with _Smells Like Teen Spirit by Nirvana_. But then again, it doesn't help, the person merely tears the headphones off of my head. It's my mother.  
>"What?" I snarl at her, trying to get her to eventually go away. "What do you want?"<br>"It's Halloween tomorrow, Violet." Her words send a long awaited shiver through my body. Is it Halloween _already_? Can't be?  
>"Really?" I ask stupidly, I already know the answer to this question but I have to be sure.<br>I feel her hand work its way to my shoulder. "Yeah, really."

I want to get excited, I begin to, but then I realise that Tate is still missing and this will be the first Halloween without him. Where the fuck is he?! His absence is beginning to scare me. Like his soul has vanished from Murder House, and he's reincarnated as someone I'll never get to meet. I can feel myself start to tear up again, and my mother notices, embracing me in a hug in a single moment.  
>"Hey, we'll find him. That's why I'm here."<br>My face fires up at hers. Does she _know _where he is? But instead of the news I'm awaiting to hear, she instead asks me a question.  
>"Since everyone's going to be out all day and night tomorrow, would you have any idea of any <em>places<em> Tate would be? Anywhere _special_?" My mother's voice is reassuring and full of hope, she believes we can bring him back. Hell, she even managed to talk my dad into helping Tate be 'good' Tate again.

Her question sends my mind into a charade of thoughts, I beginning trying to imagine the places I went with him. I can't really think of any, but I'm not going to give up. I close my eyes to think harder. My mother is silent and patient, same as she's been since she died, I guess there's no time for impatience when you're dead. But that doesn't change my impatient nature. We never went to any parties together. No dinners. No dates. Wait. There _is _one place. I look at my mother.

"We went to one place together. He said it was _his_ special place, he went there to think and get his mind off of shit," I pause, thinking about whether or not he'll be there if I try to find him. "But I doubt he'll be there the entire time, I'd have to check in. There has to be other places he'll want to be on his one night of freedom."  
>"Well," my Mom pauses. "I guess there's only one way to find out."<br>I nod. "What will you and Dad be doing tomorrow?"  
>"Me and your father will be strolling Jeffrey around L.A. in the day. And then we'll be going out to dinner with Moira and Nora, as a thank you for being there for us and especially the baby. You can join us if you want, sweetheart?" Her proposal is tempting, but I'm going to focus on trying to find Tate.<br>"No thanks, dinner's haven't been a big thing for me. I just _need _to find Tate."

My mother nods at me and smiles, I smile back. She turns around and walks out the door, towards my baby brother's room. But as she exits the room, another woman enters, this time it's Nora. She looks at me with her lovable eyes and smiles, but I can tell she's concerned about Tate, and a little nervous for some reason.  
>"Hey, Nora," I smile, hiding the sadness I'm feeling right now.<br>"Violet, sweetie. You don't have to hide your sadness from me, I've been dead long enough to be able to know when someone's upset."  
>And just like that, she read me like an open book with giant font, too easy. She walks to my bed and sits beside me, putting her arm on his shoulder.<br>"I really need to talk to you."

Her voice is serious and concerning to me, this is about Tate. I _already_ know that. Seems like I'm not the _only_ open-book.  
>"Yeah, go ahead. What's going on?" I ask, playing with my hair.<br>"You already know this is about Tate, so I'll just get to the point."  
>"Yeah." I nod.<br>"I didn't think I'd ever say this, Violet. But Tate is gone, he's lost his mind in the most powerful but destructive path in the world. He's lost himself in love, but he's also lost himself in his hatred for himself for losing you. He loves you so much, and he had reasons for doing what he did, it's kinda' stupid, but I can promise you he had reasons. And the reason I'm going to say what I'm going to say is because I love Tate, he's like a son to me." Nora's voice is so compelling, like an expensive item for half price. She's dragging me with her words, and I want to hear the rest of them.  
>"Reasons? What were they?" I ask, curiosity bringing along the question.<br>"In all honesty, I didn't know he was doing it because of this, I had no idea until I saw the way he looked at me. All the things he's done; killing Patrick and Chad and," she sighs, breathing in heavily. "Raping your mother. He did to give _me_ a baby, it was all my fault, I kept weeping and weeping, begging to see my baby again. And when I saved Tate's life when he was a child, he must've felt like he owed me."

I can't believe what I'm hearing. Nora's honesty is bringing tears to my eyes, she didn't spare one bit of honesty into the situation. It was all for _her_. Everything Tate did was to ensure Nora got a baby. He felt like he owed her and he did anything to repay her. So modest, and so ensuring for Nora. He killed Patrick and Chad because they were going to split up, and he did what he did to my mother because my parents were fighting and weren't going to have another baby. His actions were evil and monstrous, nothing changed that, but they were justified. I launch myself at Nora, embracing her in a tight hug, showing how much I appreciated her honesty.  
>"Thank you, Nora. I love you for your honesty," I say, tightening the hug.<br>"No problem, my child. But can you do one thing for me?" I don't think about her question, I just think about helping her, maybe that's how Tate felt.  
>"Yeah, what is it?" I ask.<br>"Find him, and _save _him. You're the only one that can."  
>I smile at her, clean my face from the tears that resulted from her proposal.<p>

I watch as she exits the room and closes the door in the process, she must have read how tired I was, because I was going to do that. I lay down on my bed, placing my headphones back on to listen to Kurt Cobain's reminiscent voice. I stare at the ceiling, until I finally feel myself drift off to my slumber.

* * *

><p>I wake up to the sound of cheers and laughing; that's when I knew it was Halloween. All of the spirits were excited that this day has finally came, and so was I. I wasn't stuck in the house for one day, even though it was <em>only<em> one day, I planned on making a use of it. I was going to find Tate, if it was the only thing I'd do today. I walk to my closet and open it. I slip on a pair of black and grey stripped tights up my thin legs, covering my underwear. I then slip on a cardigan, and then two extra shirts for my usual comfort. I then slick on a pair of new socks and my black leather boots. Last thing I grab is the black hat I used to wear at school. I wonder what Tate's wearing. I really hope it's something warm and comfortable, he's probably been out since it hit twelve in the morning. I look at the time before I leave my room; 7:15am.

I work my way down the stairs but decide not to exit from the main door, it'd be a bit of a confusing scene for the neighbours, probably not Constance the stupid bitch. I see my mom holding my brother, so I head towards them.  
>"Happy Halloween, Mom," I say, hugging my mother then kissing my brother on the head. "Tell Dad I'll be back late tonight."<br>"No problem, Hun."  
>I walk down to the exit from the basement, but I notice something strange. There's a scrabble board out, and some of the letter's have been formed into a note, and it's for <em>me<em>.

* * *

><p><em>I'm so sorry Violet<br>For everything  
>I love you much<br>Beach_

_Tate  
><em>

* * *

><p>"No," I sigh to myself. "No fucking way!"<br>He's been down here. The _entire _time, alone. We searched here fifty times?! I have to find him, tell him it's going to be okay. I _have _to. If it's the last thing I do.  
>I slam open the door of the basement and exit the house, closing the door for safe measures. No kids are coming into the house tonight. I find my way to the street and stand on the walkway, trying to remember the walk to beach when it hits me. I found my way back, It may take an hour, but I'm going to get there, and find the love of my life.<br>"I'm coming, Tate."


End file.
